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"He really just came in, picked up a guitar, and started playing like nothing happened?" Dean's eyebrow was 
cocked in disbelief as he sat on the kitchen stool, gradually whittling down a scotch and water. 
"That's what Troy said," shrugged Jeordie. "Said he played for hours, just singing and laughing it up." 


eR 


"Josh needs to figure his shit out," Brody murmured around a cigarette as she peeled three cards out of her 


hand. "| need three." 


Jack, looking oddly jaunty in a too-small cowboy hat he'd found lying around somewhere and scowling at his 
lousy hand, said, "Doesn't it bother you? | mean, either they're screwing or watching each other, or..." 


Dark-lined eyes cast a disdainful look Jack's way. "Aren't you more worried that I'd be bothered about you and 


Josh? You did fuck my husband." 
"No," Jack snapped petulantly. "Right now I'm more worried that you're going to take all my money.” 
Brody grinned sardonically as she laid down a rather nice ace-high flush. "You should be." Jack cursed. 


"Actually, you really should be more worried she'll slit your throat in your sleep, and worry about me taking 


your money," a gravelly voice pronounced as Mark laid out his full house, raking in the pot. 


eR 


‘Something wrong with Jesse? No, not that | noticed," said Joey, going back to his drums. 


eR 


Josh had finally cornered Jesse in an unoccupied studio, locking the door behind them. "Listen, l'm sorry | didn't 
get a chance to talk to you earlier, but... 


Jesse turned toward Josh, smiling. "There's nothing to talk about, Joshua. Listen, it's your life. Things were fine 
before, things are fine now. | was just blindsided by some new information really early in the morning. Nothing 
to worry about" He reached out to pat Josh on the arm as a prelude to moving past him and out of the 


room. 


Josh's eyes narrowed and he grabbed Jesse's arm before he was able to pass by. "Come on, now. | know you a 


little better than that." 


‘Its none of my business, Josh," Jesse paused, his face turned away. "It just isn’t, and I'm being cool, so let's 
just be cool, all right?" 


Josh sighed, grabbing Jesse's other arm and pushing him gently against the wall to look him full in the face. 
"No, it is your business. | made it your business when | dropped it on you this morning. | had my reasons, but 


that doesn't mean | didn't know it would hurt you." 


Jesse snorted softly, his lips pressed into a thin line. "So what you're saying is you hurt me on purpose to get 


Jack to stay.” He didn't meet Josh's eyes. 


"Yes. No. Shit, | don't know. l'm just saying | was aware it was a delicate situation, and | made a split-second 
decision, and | knew it would work. | wasn't..entirely sure how you'd react, but | knew it wouldn't be welcome 
information. So for that, I'm sorry." 


"Are you apologizing” Jesse bowed his head, laughing softly. "This is a red-letter day for sure.." 
"Funny." Josh gathered Jesse in his arms, squeezing him softly. "Fucker, what am | supposed to do with you?" 


There was a catch in his voice, and to Jesse's surprise, when he drew his head back, he could see tears 


glistening in the corners of Josh's eyes. 


He reached a hand up to cup Josh's cheek. "Josh, it's all right. Really. We've had an arrangement for a while 
now, and it's kind of odd, but it seems to work out. Mostly." 


Josh settled one large hand around Jesse's throat possessively, not squeezing, just touching. "Do you think | 
don't want to touch you? That | sit in the corner watching you, wanking in my own fucking hand because | don’t 
want you?" He leaned in closer, whispering in Jesse's ear. "You weren't lying to Jack this morning. | was 


watching you, not him." He squeezed Jesse's throat gently. "| always watch you." 
‘| don't understand." Jesse's heart thudded so hard he could hear it. 


Josh drew his head back, lowering his hand to Jesse's chest. "What I'm saying is, | don't touch you because l'm 
afraid if | started, | would never stop." He leaned in close and kissed Jesse gently, then turned and left the 


room, leaving the door open behind him. 


